An Excaient new Scotch Sonn: 
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ſlow did run. but: muck were my Joy when i n my view; [ from hn _ hay my - 


on-ly dear, I took the wings of Love and to him flew, for I had _— _ all my. Heaviny was thete.” 


Upon my Boſom Jockey laid his Head, 
And lighing told me pretty Tales of Love, 


| My Tockey does Ghoukund ways beſide 
Expreſs himſelfin tender-Love to me, 


My yielding Heartatev*ry word he ſaid, * : With arms about »y waiſt he fighing cry'd, 


Did flutter 8pand downand ſtrangely move : 


Oh give methy conſent, or Iſe mundee:. 


Hefighing kiſs'd my Hand, and vow*d & ſwore, | Then witha gentle Kiſs does beg again, 


| That Thad ore his Heart a Cong veſt gain*d, 


then bluſhing beg'd thatlwould grant him more | Not thinking that Ifelt his Love-ſick Pain,” 


Which he alas too ſoon, roo ſoon obtain'd. 
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"Noe that 1 do repent Idid comply, 
 Butthis.[needs muſt.own, my yielding Heart 
Wasquickly overcome by Jockey's Eye, 
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| For 1 alas, Was his, was his before. 
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And now p1 could no {onger hide my Pain, 
| Bur let my deareſt Fockey know my Heart-; 
j Oh! how he hug'd me in his Arms again, : 


Which givesa deeper wound then Capid's dart ; | And e*ry kiſs he gave did caſe my Smart,. - 
His Cheeks were Cherry red, his Lips the ſame | Then vowing ore and ore between each Kiſs, 
His Tongue ſo many Charms could ſtill expreſs | Heconſtans would remain while lite did laſt, 


That efry word he1aid did raiſe new Flame, ' | Now rellme Lovers, where's the hurt of this, 
1 For toenjoy when thatthe Knor's packs iter” | 


And kindked, kindled Fire in my Breaſt. 
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That his poor wounded Heart I would but cure, 
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